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his character was little short of Christlike, as I had been
told, for though a rich man, even by American standards,
I found that his family had to guard continually against
his giving away all that they possessed, and that he de-
voted all his time, when not at war, to helping the poor
and praying.
Such was his mood that morning in Souieda. Neither
he nor the acting governor wanted war, and when he
came out of the citadel at the end of a half-hour, he said
to the great crowd of Druses that had gathered in the
square to hear the outcome: "Go home, my children, and
may peace go with you."
The next day Katie and I went by motor, accom-
panied by Daoud Izzedin and young Sheik Fouad, son
of AH bey, to visit Sultan Pasha and his family in his
own village of Kurieh, about three hours away from
Souieda. We found the Atrash castle, a great mass of
ruins, in the center of the village. It had been dyna-
mited by the French two years before and was three-
fourths wrecked. The family lived in five rooms of
which the walls still stood, and, to replace the assembly-
hall and coffee-room, which had been destroyed, they had
erected of stone from the debris a sort of pavilion, hav-
ing an open front and an arbored roof on high poles. It
was In this pavilion that all passing guests were received.
When we arrived, there were already a dozen or more
visitors from surrounding villages. We were welcomed
by the brothers of the Sultan Pasha—All, who was killed
in the first battle with the French less than a month
later, and Mustapha, who was badly wounded in the same
engagement.
There was a fountain in the courtyard, a big stone

